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Supra Homines, ſupra ire deos pietate videbis, 


Nec Gens ulla tuos ftque celebrabit bonore. 
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TO THE 
Right HONOURABLE 
THE 


LORDS. 


And others of 
Her Majeſty's 
Moſt Honourable 
PRIVY COUNCIL 


l 
POEM is moſt humbly | 


1 nſer ib d 5 


By their mcſt obedient 


and devoted Servant, 


a i} hopes 
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To N I ET GR. 


AIL Goddeſs to our Iſle propitious, 
Since ardent Virtue by thy Name Inroll'd, 

' Crowded with ſtarry Sparks the milky Way; 
Filld with unnumber'd Demy-Gods th' Heavens, 
From the Third Edward and his Son, to Churchill, 
None yet has known to fix thee to his Plume, 

With never dying Charms to force thee doar, 

On the fame Sword, ſince the Pellæan Youth, 

Or Julius were Tranſlated ; Pompey long 

Beliey'd thee his, till Theſſaly: too late 

Provd thy inconſtant Flame: Like Fortune thou, 
Daughter of mighty ove, Fates elder Siſter, 
Unequal favours wantonly beſtow d, 

And for the undeſerving Laurels wreath'd. 


When Naſaz tho he roſe like Hercules, ED 
And with unweary'd Labours urg d thy Laurels, 
1 fi Fought 
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Fought againſt Fate, and thee his "Eg 
And ſtood thy Shocks by Virtue only aided, 
Virtue, (the Conqueſt of himſelf alone.) 
Twas then the Tyrant with unmanly Arts, 
Debauch'd thee mighty Goddeſs to his Arms. 
The yellow Maſs, the ſhinning miſchief Gold. 
That blinds the Stateſman, blunts the Soldiers Sword, 
The common Proſtitute of Faith, and Honour, 
All-conquering Gold had » violated thee, 
Into the Camp, the Cabinet, and Senate, 
The wriggling Secret-finder work d his way, 
The Soldier bled, the Polititian wak d, 
The faithful Senator ad vis'd in vain. 

Thus Europe was betray' d, and thus Bavaria 
Began to merit equal 7oves Diſpleaſure, 
On this falſe Baſis Louis hop'd to riſe, 
And mount to univerſal Monachy. 

At Babel thus of old the new born Race, 
Elate with Pride, woud ſcale th inmoſt Heaven, 
The ſpacious Globe fill d their extended Sight, 
Their thoughts were in thoſe narrow limits crampd 
With ſawcy Hopes the pigmy Off-ſpring try'd 
To raiſe their Earth contiguous to the Skys, 
Unnumber d Hands, Mountains on Mountains pil'd, 
Yet ſtill the ſame vaſt Labour was in view: 
A moſt ſtupendous heap in fluid Air, 
When the Creator curbd their riſing Joys, 
Unknown confuſion Seis d cach trembling Tongue, 
The Miniſter of Reaſon was become 
A wild an inharmonious Jargone. 5 

As theirs oh Prince, was thy foundation weak, 
The thirſt of Power, unquenchable Ambition, 
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Full fifty Years he trod the giddy Maze: WP 165 


And almoſt reach d the Summit of his Hopes, 
(If as a Circle, Avarice of Greatneſs EY 


Limitlefs labour d not in endleſs Rounds ) Þ 
His Appetice of Reign ſtrengrhged with Age, 
And all his Faculties intenſly bent, irc 

' Laviſh of Gold, and Blood, unpeopled France, 
Uncaſie, Reſtleſs, tho in flaviſh Bonds 
Ne governd Gaal, if Europe were not Chain d. 

Thus Lucifer once Prince of heavenly Spirits, 
Brighteſt of all, but that eternal Eſſence 
Omnipotent and from himſelf Exiſtent, 

Tainted with Pride, (Ambition's ugly Sire, 

Too like its Parent,) tarniſn d all his Luſtre, 

Light Empyreal, Glory ineffable, 

Baniſh'd from the firſt Source, the firſt created 
Father of Lyes, Ingratitude and Pride, 

He ſunk into Abyſs incxtricable, 

| Darkneſs involv'd him round with friendly ſhades; 
It ſuch he thought em; or if Shame could live 
Where Pride and Envy reign, for Shame is ſurc 
The Child of Penitence, and that he knew nor, 
Rcmorſe he felt, Remorſe unutterable, 

There ſtill he Reigns, is ſtill a wretched Prince, 

And governs his deluded paſſive Slaves 

With Power Deſpotick---- Still they drag his Chains, 
And ſhare his Crimes---- Oh moſt unworcky Change, 
Once Saints, immortal Lords of living Light, | 
Now Subjects firmly Loyal to the Devil. 

And art thou fall n, like thy great Maſter falln ; 
Well haſt thou Copyd this Original ; 

The Laws of Fate, and fore are ſure Unerring, 


And 


- Cop” 
And Juſtice, tho with leaden Heels ſhe moves, 
Tho Time, and Form mult ripen her Decrees, 
Yet Tyrants, the great Murtherers of Mankind, 
No mote eſcape her Sword than petty Robbers. 
SA then Caliope, what choſen Hands, 
What more than common Virtue Jove Inſpir'd 
To quell this great Diſturber of Mankind, 
This breaker of his Edits, this wrong Doer, 
We muſt this Cure by contraries effect. 
Virtue unfeign d, to Vice diſſembled well, 
To native Cruelty, and Thirſt of Blood, 
A Mercy ſoft as Down from Angels Wings, 
To Fraud, and Vows impeach'd, and broken L 
A Faith inviolate, Chaſt as her Beauty, 
To Bribery, and thoſe diſhoneſt Arts, 
Debauching by his Gold the vicious World, 
A Generoſity that ne er Rewards 
But when Deſert firſt bids- A Soul that dares not; 
(And there alone wants Courage) dares not ill, 
A Soul that ſoars above the ſervile Means, 
Which Lewis uſes to Betray, or Bribe. 
ANNA; her Albion's ever happy Queen, 
She took the Purple from a long Deſcent 
Of glorious Anceſtors, Heaven's Vice-Roys here: 
All their conſummate Worth is fix d in her, 
And (if good Angels Prayers prevail not for us) 
Muſt have a Period with her, Heaven avert it, 
Yet let her late Aſcend, and Miracles 
As they have well begun compleat her Reign. 
So Donawert and Blenheim ſtill ſhall yield 
Their buryd Glorics to ſome nobler Field, 
So Judoign ſhall. deliver up its Laurels, 


To 


Tal 


fo fomewhut" yet beyond our Hopes amazing, 


That Specch wants, Words, and Fancy thought to utter, 


Till Tyranny has loſt its Name, and Europe 

Enjoys a Freedom like her own Britannia; 

Then ſhall Mankind revive, Oppreſſion dye, 

And Liberty and Anne be Words commutual. 
He feels thy Energy coercive Virtue, 

He ſinks beneath thy Arm Alb Powerful Maid, 

Superior Courage has diſarm d the Monſter, 

Thy Arms Invincible, as erſt he boaſted, 

Till Blenbeims glorious Field, and ſteely Troops 

Of Britiſh: Squadrons Liſted under thee, 

By dreadful Slaughter, and deſtructive Flight 

Provy'd the unequal Combat : Then the Danube : 

Proud of that Day firſt of the Ocean's Daughters, 

That dy d its purple Flood for Liberty, 

Now rival d by the Dy/e---- where Wonders ceaſſeſs 

As ever where the Hero comes are born; 

Alcides he if Churchill's mightier Name 

I wrong not thus tho number d with the Stars, 

Created both for Liberty, and Virtue, 

Monſters and Monſter Men they both ſubdu' d, 

Tho' Churchill has the weighticr Task 1 impos d, 

His Labours reſtleſs as the rolling Sun: 

Victorious firſt he Triumphd oer himſclf, 

His Paſſions were ſubdud: Oh glorious Conqueſt! 


Oh firm Foundation of aſpiring Worth 


Sedate, and ever preſent to himſelf, 

His Blood does no tumultuous Pulſes Feel, 

His Mind unſhaken, tho' the King of Fears 
Ghaſtly ten Thouſand Gorgon Forms preſents, 
Now teares his aiding Souldier from his fide, 


And ſmears his noble Image 1 the Blood, 


£6) 

So near the fatal Ball in wild Amaze : 

It track his valiant Hoſt with Fears unknown, 

His Breaſt alone unmov'd; inflexible, 

Held on its Courſe---- his Breaft like ſtronger Streams, 

Tho' ruffled by the Winds purſud its Way, 

Eurus, and Auſter, and the rigid North, 

In yain Attempt to turn its mighty Current. 
Purſue my Muſe the Wonders of that Day, 

When the puiſſant Arms of Louis Joyn'd, 

All his remaining Force on Judoigu s Plains 

Villeroy the Darling of his haughty Lord. 


Experienc'd Chief, ſwelld with Gygantick Hopes. 
Of Force ſuperiour, - Churchill to ſubdue, | . 
And meditating Vengeance for the BloGddg |}; 
At Blenheim loſt, unhappy Tallards Fate. 
(Tallard who wou'd Not feel Captivity, et A nt: A 
So eaſy are his Chains, ſo Godlike AmPe 


To Foes ſubdud . If | Honours Wounds were heal, 
The hard Condition of a Mind Oppreſs d = 
Villeroy leads on his Force, eager to joyn, 
Bavaria too with ſullen Joy beheld. 
His hated Foe; and wiſh'd to meet in n ts 
(Pitty a Soul ſo firm, truly intrepid, RES | 
Shou'd be a mercenary Proſtitute ) 133 
He rolld his Fyes replete with Fire K 2277 4 
And thus with haſty Speech provok d his Hoſt, . 
The Remnant late by ſwifter Flight * 
Immortal Eugene's Sword. PR X 

* Tisnot my fellow Soldiers Words can 8 
Virtue to gallant Minds Glory, and Danger 
VMuſt ſtimulate you to xetricye thoſe Laurels 
At Blenheim loſt, remember that you bear 


7 In a your right Hands Empire, and Liberty, 1 
PEE ne, | " Exiles 


. 
© Exiles already by the Hand of War, 
Let one bold Puſh recover all we ve loſt, 
Or if bya reſiſtleſs Deſtiny 
** ( Envious of high Merits) tis decreed, . 
That we muſt Fall, let each Man fell his Life 
At ſuch a Price, that his reluctant Foe 
May be by Victory undone-—- 
„Thus Cataline, and thus Bavaria, 
Proſcribd the Noman Empire, Court Deſpair. 
A ſuddain Murmur as the Hum of Bees 
Ran thro' the Camp · The able Veteran 
Nov ſunk beneath the Burthen of his Arms, 
By chilly damps poffeſsd; unmanly Sweats, 
Fears are infectious, - catching as the Plague, 
Such Power had Churchills Name, it'prov'di like Fate, 
A ſure forbode of Victory and Dean 
Like Talbott he (ſhield him ye mighey Gods 
From Talbotts Fate) a Terror to the Gaul. 
This Night before the Force of Europe met, 
And in deciſive Battle urg d its Fate. 
The aged Dyle, Son of tridental Neptane 
From his ſoft oozy Couch was ſeen: to riſe, 
A Sea-· green Mantle girt his chilly Limbs, 
His Crown of Reeds, and Urn conſeſsd the God; 
And thus Addreſsd our Chief, Hail Son of Mars, 
* Welcome, oh doubly welcome to my Shores, 
Anna by piercing Wiſdom choſe thee forth, 
« The Synod of che Gods approve her Choice. - 
This Day thy Arms reſtore the World its Peace, 
« *Tis Fare, irrevocably fix d by Jove, 
My ſmoother gentle Streams roll ſwiftly down, 
« To bear the joyful Tidings to the Ocean, 
The Tritons ſtring their Shells in pleaſing Notes 
* 


- FP 
Repeating Churchills Name, and mimick Echo 
With eager haſt returns the grateful Sound, 
The Natades, and Syrens, (beautious Nymphs,) 
With worthy Emulation tune thy Praiſe. 
* The Rocks, che Hills, the laughing Meadows ling, 
a And Jo Pæan, Churchill is the Word. 3 
— This ſaid the God reſoly'd to. liquid Air, 
And gladſomly receiv'd his Charge again 
The Hero at the pleaſing Omen mov d, | 
Leap'd from the drowſy, Arms of leaden Morpheus, id 
The ſilver Trumpet in loud manly Strains, ; nf 
Provokes to War by ſympathetick Sound, 
The deadly fire breathing Cannon roar, iy 
Sending deſtructive! Heralds thro the Fiel. 
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Which thus proclaim the dreadful Voice of Fate. 
Loud Peals of Thunder rend the turbid Air, 


And Duſt and Smoak-obſcure the mid-day, Sun, 
In vain the Gauls our firm Battalions preſs, 10 
The foaming Billows laſh the Rocks in vain; 1 
Still they move on, till Arms meet Arms, and now | 

The murdering Steel begins the bloody Day. 
As when two adverſe Winds with dreadful Conflict, 
And equal Fury, meet in middle Ether, 
Long holds the Combat doubtful, when burſt cds. 
And ſwelling Scas, proclaim the, glorious Victor. 
Thus the good Soldier drops his Blood for Honour, 
And obſt inately braves his Deſtiny. 

Behold our ſhining Squadrons, hardy Troops 

In Phalanx march, and boldly face the Foc, 
The Houſhold Arms confus d, confeſs their Fears, 
Uncqually ſuſtain the bloody Shock, 
Like Torrents whirling, overbearing All 
They tcar eur an d Courſe— as pent up Ei ires, 
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(9) 
Or Winds confin d move irreſiſtleſs on 
Horſes, and Men, the Dying, and the Wounded, 
Lie blended by the common Hand of War. 

Here Marlbro Rally d twice his Belgic Force, 

As Ceſar from his own great Soul inſpiring, 
And forcing Victory to own his Charms, 

His wounded Steed fainted beneath the Load, 
(Oh Fare) unſeconded, alone he ſtood, 

The Hero now oppos'd to Multitudes, 

Ever moſt reſolute in worſt Extreams, 

As ſwelling Tides they crow'd cager to ſeiſe 
The worthy Spoil, (the noble Hart at Bay; 

There Tallard formoſt rides (ambitious Youth) 
Aſpiring, his high Thoughts are ſwell'd with Hopes 
Of the rich Prize, - doubly his Father's Ranſom, 
When lo (auſpicious Stars) the Troops return, 
Renew the noble Charge, to ſave their Leader, 
And with redoubled Ire, and Fury now 
Deal Death around. thedaring Icarus = 
Shares his unhappy Fathers rigid Fate. 

As a young Lion yet unfleſhd, and bold, 
Views from the Forreſt in the flowry Meads, 
The Maſter of thoſe Fields, a noble Bull, 
Prepard for Fight, and meditating War, 
Swiftly he ruſhes on, in eager ſpeed, _ 
Inflam'd with noble Ardor to the Combat, 
Unwitting thus is ſeis d by lurking Toils, 

The wary Herds-men ſpread ; he roars, he bites 
The twiſted Cords ; laſhes the Ground in vain. 

Here Bringſield fell, Victorious, nobly fell, 
Aiding his General, nor coud he give 
A firmer Proof of Faith than dying for him, 
Thus the gay Hyacynth untimely cur; | 5 

et Yields 


(610) 

Yields to the Seyth ten thouſand purple Glories. 

Till Churchills Arms, till Ans Godlike Name, 

Are both in endleſs dark Oblivion loſt, 

Till Blenheim, or Ramelies, famous Fields, 

Are quite eras d from Memory, and Time, 

Shall Bringſield live Eterniz d by his Death, 

And number'd with the Hero's of that Day, 

In golden Characters inſcribd by Fame, 

Her eldeſt Sons Orkney, and Murray there, 

Both try'd, and valiant Chiefs deſerv'dly Shine. 

There Wood whom Merit rais'd alone, his Staff 

Purchasd by ruddy Drops in hard-fought Fields, 

At Landen, and the Boyn, by Naſſau led. 

Lumley, and all the mighty Race of Churchill, 

Worthy that Name, and Hero's by Deſcent, 

Recorded there they live, and muſt by Time 

Progreſſive, take their Apotheofts. 

Themiſtocles, Aineas, Fulius, Ammon, 

Alcides, Naſſau, thus became Immortal 

By Labours infinite they conquer d Envy, 

And yet ſurvive in lucid Orbs of Light. 

Nor muſt that young moſt worthy Hero dye, 

Too laviſh of his noble Blood, his Wounds 

Speak his high Courage, driving oer the Plain, 

He reap'd the boldeſt Laurels of the Field, 

Argyle ; a finiſhd Stateſman, cer a Man, 

Juſt Wonder of the Court, and Field--- Ye Gods 

To what will his meridian Age aſpire, 

When Dawning thus he ſhoots ſuch dazling Beams. 
On all ſides now the broken Troops recede, 

Their firm Platoons peirc'd thro, deſtructive Death, 

And unknown Fury ſweeps the bloody Field, 

Our Foes, our Focs ſubduc---- while eager haſt 


Puſhes 


Camp: 

Puſhes the Horſe on their own flying Foot, 

Mangled in Heaps, Confounded, Difarray'd, 

They meet that Death they fly---- Weary of Slaughter, 

The glutted Sword ceaſes the crimſon Spoil, 

In haſt th affrighted Ghoſts ſeek peaceful Shades, 

Where War, and Slavery diſturb no more. 

Crouding they paſs the Galph, aſtoniſhd, Pale, 

Seem yet to fear purſuing Mar/bro's Sword, 

There they behold in melancholly Shades, 

The Compeers of their Fate at Blenheimloſt, 

For Slaves, and Miniſters of Slavery, 

Even after Death enjoy not perfect freedom; 

Condemn'd by Radamanth to cheerleſs Paths, 

Of Night perpetual, limited, narrow. 

With down-caſt Eyes they own the Tyrant's Dream, 

Of univerſal Monarchy is fled. 

What anxious gnawing Thoughts poſleſt the Breaſt, 

Of loſt Bavaria, late a mighty Prince, 

When he beheld his ſwelling Hopes all dead, 

Surviving ſtill himſelf to Miſery. 

Hence ler him learn that delegated Power, 

Is given by Joꝛe to rule Mankind with Juſtice, , 

Princes ſhould be their Countries common Fathers, 

Their Peoples Guardians from licentious Tyrants, 

Thus let him know his Crimes juſtly depos d him, 

Not inauſpicious Stars and Fate alone. 
If the Minds tortures are the ſharpeſt Pains, 
The burnings of Remorſe, and Diſcontent, 
If Titius Vulture proves the direſt Torment 
The damnd endure, the Furies can Invent, 

What antepaſt of this muſt Tyrants taſt, 

That for ſucceſſive. Years unlimited, 


Reveld 


— — — — —ů— — 
» a > 
= 
7 . 
— 4 4 
* 
1 


- — — — 2—ꝗ E 22 D——— ——— 
- 


New Trophys riſe, while cach ſaccceding nr, 


4 . Ty 
ot Blood, 1 Liberty, 
When liſted up as Gals they fall at once, 


The Scorn of the plebeian Multitude, 118. 
With glo- worm Fires theſe dying Godlings ine 
5 Extinguiſi d when opposd to ſtronger Lights. 


Fair as the riſing Sun with inborn Rays 


Bright Auna ſhines, Goddeſs of Liberty, 


Britannia's Empreſs (as her Ille by Seas) 
Her Mind is bounded by triumphant Virtue, 
Her ſable Heart is the white Rocky- Shore; Y 
Repelling Vice as that the beating Sea. 2757 
On Virtues firmer Baſis thus ſhe mounts, 


To Towring heighths Ambition cannot reach. . SE 


Whether the joyful Catalans reſound 


Her grateful Praiſe, by valiant Mordaunt led, 
Or in Iberias Plains unweary d. bold, 


Gallway, from  LuſttanianShores 8 
The Britiſh Heros, them not Syrizs . 


Not tedious Marches over arid Plains: 
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| Diſney When Glory calls, and Ann 1 ee 


Each Day new Wonders ripen to our View, 


Triumphs with greener Laurels o er the firſt. 
Empire reſtor d, the Tyrant nov- reluctant, 
Contracts his Claws, unwilling, forc'd to quit 
His avariciousGraſp--— and ſucs for Peace, 
No more can boaſt he gives it to the World, 
But muſt receive it from a Womans Hand. 
Such is the 1 moving Force of Picty 6 — 
For ſure by that alone great Anna Hicke 
Lerne s Chains, and bridled haughty Louis. 
4 1 N 1 8 * 
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